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POEl\.{S FOR READING AND
MEl\{ORIZING IN THE
SIX'l,H GRADE
GROUP I. POEMS BY
SIR WALTER SCOTT
HIE AWAY

HIE away, hie away,

Over bank and over brae,
'Where the copsewood is the greenest,
Where the fountains glisten sheenest,
·where the lady-fern grows strongest,
Where the morning dew lies longest ,
"\i\'here the black-cock sweetest sips it,
Where the fairy latest trips it:
Hie to haunts right seldom seen,
Lovely, lonesome, cool, and green,
Over bank and over brae,
Hie away, hie away.
SOLDIER, REST!
rest! thy warfare o'er,
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking;
D ream of battled fields no more,
D ays of danger, nights of waking.
In our isle's enchanted hall,
Hands unseen thy couch are strewing,

SOLDIER,
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Fairy strains of music fall,
E very sense in slumber dewing.
Soldier, rest! thy warfare o'er,
D ream of fight ing fields no more;
Sleep t he sleep that knows not breaking,
Morn of t oil, nor night of waking.

10

No rude sound shall reach thine ear,
Armor's clang of war-steed champing,
Trump nor pibroch summon here
15
Mustering clan or squadron tramping.
Yet the lark's shrill fife may come
At the daybreak from t he fallow,
And the bittern sound his drum,
Booming from the sedgy shallow.
20
Ruder sounds shall none be near,
Guards nor warders challenge here,
H ere's no war-st eed's neigh and champing,
Shouting clans or squadrons stamping.
Huntsman, rest! thy chase is done;
'While our slumbrous spells assail ye,
D ream not, with the rising sun,
Bugles here shall sound reveille.
Sleep I the deer is in his den;
Sleep! t hy hounds are by thee lying:
Sleep ! nor dream in yonder glen
How thy gallant steed lay dying.
Huntsman, rest! t hy chase is done;
Think not of the rising sun,
For at dawning to assail ye
H ere no bugles sound reveille.

25

30

35
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LOCHINVAR

0, YOUNG LOCHINVAR is come out of the west,
Through all the wide Border his steed was the
best;
And save his good broadsword, he weapon had
none,
He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone.
So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war,
5
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.
He staid not for brake, and he stopped not for
stone,
He swam the Eske ·river where ford there was
none;
But ere he alighted at Ietherby gate,
The bride had consented, the gallant came
late;
IO
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war,
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.
So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall,
Among bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers
and all:
Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his
sword,
15
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a
word,)
" O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,
Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?" -

SIR " .ALTER SCOTT
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" I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied;Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its
ti& w
And now am I come, with this lost love of mine,
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by
far,
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar. "
The bride kissed the goblet: the knight t ook it

~,

H e quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the
cup.
She looked down to blush, and she looked up to
sigh,
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye.
H e took her soft band, ere her mother could
bar, "Now tread we a measure!" said young Lochinvar.
30
So stately his form, and so lovely her face,
T hat never a hall such a galliard did grace;
·while her mother did fret, and her father did
fume,
And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet
and plume;
And the bride-maidens whispered, "'T were better by far,
35
T o have matched our fair cousin with young
Lochinvar."

SIR WALTER SCOTI
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One touch to her hand, and one word in her
ear,
,Vhen t hey reached the hall-door, and the charger
stood near;
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung,
So light to the saddle before her he sprung!
40
"She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and
scaur;
They 'II have fleet steeds that follow," quoth
young Lochinvar.
There was mounting·'mong Grremes of the Netherby clan;
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, t hey rode
and they ran:
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie
Lee,
45
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they
see.
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,
Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?
THE PARTING OF MARMION AND DOUGLAS

NoT far advanced was morning day,
When Marmion did his troops array
To Surrey's camp to ride;
H e had safe-conduct for his band,
Beneath the royal seal and hand,
And D ouglas gave a guide:
The ancient Earl, with stately grace,
Would Clara on her palfrey place,

5
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And whispered in a n undertone,
" Let the hawk stoop, his prey is Bown."
10
The train from out the castle drew,
But Marmion stopped to bid adieu: "Though something I might plain," he said,
"Of cold respect to stranger guest
Sent hither by your king's behest,
15
While in Tantallon's towers I stayed,
Part we in friendship from your land,
And, noble Earl, receive my hand." But Douglas round him drew his cloak,
Folded his arms and thus he spoke: 20
"My manors, halls, and bowers shall still
B e open, at my sovereign's will,
To each one whom he lists, howe'er
Unmeet to be the owner's peer.
My castles are my king's alone,
25
From turret to foundation-stone, The hand of Douglas is his own;
And never shall in friendly grasp
The hand of such as Marmion clasp." Burned Marmion's swarthy cheek like fire,
And shook his very frame for ire,
And - "This to me!" he said, " An 't were not for thy hoary beard.
Such hand as Marmion's had not spared
To cleave the Douglas' head!
And, first, I tell thee, haughty Peer,
H e who does England's message here,
Although the meanest in her state,
May well, proud Angus, be thy mate:
And, Douglas, more I tell thee here,

30

35

40
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E ven in thy pitch of pride,
H ere in thy hold, thy vassals near,
(Nay never look upon your lord,
And lay your hands upon your sword),
I t ell thee, thou 'rt defied!
45
And if thou said'st I am not ·peer
To any lord in Scotland here,
Lowland or Highland, far or near,
Lord Angus, thou hast lied! " On the E arl's cheek the flush of rage
50
O'ercame the ashen h ue of age :
Fierce he broke forth, - "And dar'st thou
then
To beard the lion in his den,
The Dougla-S in his hall?
And hop'st thou hence unscathed to go? 55
No, by Saint Bride of Bothwell, no!
Up drawbridge, grooms, - what, Warder,
ho!
Let the portcullis fall." Lord Marmion turned, - well was his
need! And dashed the rowels in his steed,
60
Like arrow through the archway sprung,
The ponderous grate behind him rung:
To pass there was such scanty room,
The bars descending razed his plume.
The st eed along the drawbridge flies,
65
Just as it trembled on the rise;
Not lighter does the swallow skim
Along the smooth lake's level brim;
And when Lord Marmion reached his band,

8
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He halts, and turns with clenched hand, 70
And shout of loud defiance pours,
And shook his gauntlet at the towers.
"Horse! horse!" the Douglas cried, "and
chase!"
But soon he reined his fury's pace :
"A royal messenger he came,
75
Though most unworthy of the name.
Saint Mary, mend my fiery mood!
Old age ne'er cools the Douglas blood,
I thought to slay him where he stood.
'Tis pity of him too," he cried;
"Bold can he speak, and fairly ride:
I warrant him a warrior tried."
With this his mandate he recalls,
And slowly seeks his castle halls.

80

JOCK OF HAZELDEAN
"WHY weep ye by the tide, ladie?
Why weep ye by the tide?
I 'II wed ye to my youngest son,
And ye sall be his bride:
And ye sall be his bride, ladie,
Sae comely to be seen" But aye she loot the t ears down fa'
For Jock of Hazeldean.
"Now let this wilfu' grief be done,
And dry that cheek so pale;
Young Frank is chief of Errington
And lord of Langley-dale;

5

10
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His step is first in peaceful ha',
H is sword in battle keen" But aye she loot the tears down fa'
For J ock of Hazeldean.

9

15

" A chain of gold ye sail not lack,
Nor braid to bind your hair;
Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk,
Nor palfrey fresh and fair;
20
And you, the foremost o' them a',
ShaU ride our forest queen." But aye she loot the tears down fa'
For J ock of Hazeldean.
.
.
The kirk was decked at morning-tide, 25
The tapers glimmered fair;
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride,
And dame and knight are there.
They sought her baith by bower and ha' ;
The ladie was not seen!
30
She's o'er the Border and awa'
Wi' J ock of Hazeldean.
SPINDLE SONG

T WIST ye, twine ye! even so,
Mingle shades of joy and woe,
Hope and fear and peace and strife,
In the thread of human life.
While the mystic twist is spinning,
And the infant's life beginning,

5

10
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Dimly seen through twilight bending,
Lo, what varied shapes attending!
P assions wild and follies vain,
Pleasures soon exchanged for pain;
Doubt and jealousy and fear,
In the magic dance appear.
. Now they wax and.now they dwindle,
Whirling with t he whirling spindle,
Twist ye, twine ye! even so,
Mingl.e human bliss and woe.

10

15

HUNTING SONG
WAKEN, lords and ladies gay,
On t he mountain dawns t he day,
All the jolly chase is here,
With hawk and horse and hunting-spear!
Hounds are in their couples yelling,
5
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling,
M errily, m errily, mingle they,
"Waken, lords and ladies gay."
Waken, lords and ladies gay,
The mist has left the mountain gray,
Springlets in the dawn are streaming,
Diamonds on t he brake are gleaming:
And foresters have busy been
To track the buck in thicket green~
Now we come to chant our lay,
"Waken, lords and ladies ~a~."

10

15
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Waken, lords and ladies gay,
To the green-wood haste away;
We can show you where he lies,
Fleet of foot and tall of size;
We can show the marks he made,
When 'gainst the oak his antlers frayed;
You shall see him brought to bay,
"Waken, lords and ladies gay."
Louder, louder chants the lay,
Waken, lords and ladies gay!
T ell them youth and mirth and glee
Run a course as well as we;
T ime,stern huntsman, who can balk,
Stanch as hound and fleet as hawk?
Think of this and rise with day,
Gentle lords and ladies gay.

11

20

25

30

CHRISTMAS IN OLD ENGLAND
H EAP on more wood ! - the wind is chill;
But, let it whistle as it will,
We 'JI keep our Christmas merry still.
Each age has deemed the new-born year
The fittest time for festal cheer:
Even, heathen yet, the savage Dane
At Iol more deep the mead did drain ;
High on the beach his galleys drew,
And feasted all his pirate crew;
Then in his low and pine-built hall,
Where shields and axes decked the wall,
They gorged upon the half-dressed steer;
Caroused in seas of sable beer;

5

10

12
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While round, in brutal jest, were thrown
The half-gnawed rib and marrow-bone; 15
Or listened all, in grim delight,
While scalds yelled out the joys of fight.
Then forth in frenzy would they hie,
While wildly loose their red locks fly;
And, dancing round the blazing pile,
20
They make such barbarous mirth the
while,
As best might to the mind recall
The boisterous joys of Odin's hall.
And well our Christian sires of old
Loved when the year its course had rolled 25
And brought blithe Christmas back again
With all his hospitable train.
Domestic and religious rite
Gave honor to the holy night:
On Christmas eve the bells were rung;
30
On Christmas eve the mass was sung;
That only night, in all the year,
Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear.
The damsel donned her kirtle sheen;
The hall was dressed with holly green;
35
Forth to the wood did merry-men go,
To gather in the mistletoe.
Then\opened wide the baron's hall
To vassal, tenant, serf, and all;
Power laid his rod of rule aside,
40
And Ceremony doffed her pride.
The heir, with roses in his shoes,
That night might village partner choose;
The lord, underogating, share
The vulgar game of "post and pair."
45
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All hailed, with uncontrolled delight,
And general voice, the happy night
That to the cottage, as the crown,
Brought tidings of salvation down.
The fire, with well-dried logs supplied, 50
Went roaring up the chimney wide ;
The huge hall-table's oaken face,
Scrubbed t ill it shone, the day to grace,
Bore then upon its massive board
No mark to part the squire and lord.
55
Then was brought in the lusty brawn,
By old blue-coat ed serving-man;
Then the grim boar's-head frowned on
high
Crested with bays and rosemary.
Well can the green-garbed ranger t ell
60
How, when, and where, the monster fell;
What dogs before his death he tore,
And all the baiting of the boar.
The wassail round, in good brown bowls,
Garnished with ribbons, blithely trowls. 65
There the huge sirloin reeked; hard by
Plum-porridge stood, and Christmas pie;
Nor failed old Scotland to produce,
At such high tide, her savory goose.
Then came the merry maskers in,
70
And carols roared with blithesome din;
Il unmelodious was the song,
It was a hearty note, and strong.
Who lists may in their mumming see
Traces of ancient myst ery ;
75
White skirts supplied the masquerade,
And smutted cheeks the visors made:

14
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But, 0 , what masquers richly dight
Can boast of bosoms half so ]jght!
England was m erry England, when
80
Old Christmas brought his sports again.
'T was Christmas broached the mightiest
ale; ·
'T was Christmas told the merriest tale;
A Christmas gambol oft could cheer
84
The poor man's heart through half the year.

GROUP II. POEMS BY VARIOUS AUTHORS
THE WANTS OF MAN

"MAN wants but little here below,
or wants that little long."
'Tis not wiLh me exactly so;
But 't is so in the song.
My wants are many, and, if told,
Would muster many a score;
And were each wish a mint of gold,
I still should long for more.

5

What first I want is daily bread And canvas-backs - and wine 10
And all the realms of nature spread
Before me, when I dine.
Four courses scarcely can provide
My appetite to quell;
With four choice cooks from France beside 15
To dress my dinner well.

JOHN QUINCY ADAMS

15

What next I want at princely cost,
Is elegant attire:
Black sable furs for winter's frost,
And silks for summer's fire.
20
And Cashmere shawls, and Brussels lace
My bosom's front to deck, And diamond rings my hands to grace,
And rubies for my neck.
I want (who does not want) a wife Affectionate and fair;
To solace all the woes of life,
And all its joys to share.
Of temper sweet, of yielding will,
Of firm yet placid mind, With all my faults to love me still
With sentiment refined.
And as Time's car incessant r uns,
And fortune fills my store,
I want of daughters and of sons
From eight to half a score.
I want (alas! can mortal dare
Such bliss on earth to crave?)
That all the girls be chaste and fair,
The boys all wise and brave.
I want a warm and faithful friend,
To cheer the adverse hour;
Who ne'er to flattery will descend,
Nor bend the knee to power, -
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JOHN QUINCY ADAMS

A friend to chide me when I'm wrong,
My inmost soul to see;
And that my friendship prove as strong
For him as his for me.

45

I want the seals of power and place,
The ensigns of command;
50
Charged by the People's unbought grace
To rule my native land.
Nor crown nor sceptre would I ask,
But from my country's will,
By day, by night, to ply the task
55
Her cup of bliss to fill.
I want the voice of honest praise
To follow me behind,
And to be thought in future days
The friend of human kind,
That after ages, as they rise,
Exulting may proclaim
In choral union to the skies
Their blessings on my name.
These are the wants of mortal man,
I cannot want them long;
For life itself is but a span,
And earthly bliss - a song.
My last great want, absorbing all Is, when beneath the sod,
And summoned to my final call,
The " mercy of my God."

John Quincy Adams
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BEFORE THE RAIN
WE knew it would rain, for all the morn,
A spirit on slender ropes of mist
Was lowering its golden buckets down
Into the vapory amethyst
Of marshes and swamps and dismal fens -

Scooping the dew that lay in the flowers,
D ipping the jewels out of the sea,
To sprinkle them over the land in showers.
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We knew it would rain, for the poplars showed
The white of their leaves, the amber grain 10
Shrunk in t he wind - and the lightning now
I s tangled in tremulous skeins of rain!
Tlwmas Bailey Aldrich

DARE TO BE RIGHT!
D .A.RE to be right! Dare to be true!
For you h ave a work that no other can do ;
D o it so bravely, so kindly, so well,
Angels will h asten the story to tell.
D are to be right! D are to be true!
5
The failings of others can never save you;
Stand by your conscience, your honor, your
faith ;
Stand like a hero, and battle till death.
Anonymous
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DARE TO DO RIGHT

DARE to be honest, good and sincere;
Dare to please God, and you never need fear.
Dare to be brave in t he cause of the right;
Dare with the enemy ever to fight.
Dare to be patient and loving each day;
Dare speak the truth, whatever you say.

5

Dare to be gentle, and orderly too;
Dare shun the evil, whatever you do.
Dare to speak kindly, and ever be true;
Dare to do right, and you 'II find your way
through.
10
Anonymous

WRD LOVEL

AN OLD BALLAD
LORD LovEL he stood at his castle gate,
Combing his milk-white steed;
When up came Lady Nancy Belle,
To wish her lover good speed.
"Where are you going, Lord Lovel?" she said,
"Oh! where are you going?" said she;
"'I'm going, my Lady Nancy Belle,
Strange countries for to see."
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"When will you be back, Lord Love}?" she said,
"Oh! when will you come back?" said she; 10
"In a year or two - or three, at the most,
I'll return to my fair ancy."
But he had not been gone a year and a day,
Strange countries for to see,
When languishing thoughts came into his head, 15
Lady Nancy Belle he would go see.
So he rode, and he rode on his milk-white steed,
Till he came to London town,
And there he heard St. Pancras' bells,
And the people all mourning round.
20
"Oh, what is the matter," Lord Love} he said,
"Oh! what is the matter?" said he;
"A lord's lady is dead," a woman replied,
"And some call her Lady Nancy."
So he ordered the grave to be opened wide,
And the shroud he turned down,
And there he kissed her clay-cold lips,
Till the tears came trickling down.
Lady Nancy she died as it might be to-day,
Lord Love} he died as to-morrow;
Lady Nancy she died out of pure, pure grief,
Lord Love} he died out of sorrow.
Lady ancy was laid in St. Pancras' church;
Lord Lovel was laid in the choir;
And out of her bosom there grew a red rose,
And out of her lover's a brier.
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They grew, and they grew, to the church-steeple
top,
And then they could grow no higher:
So t here they entwined in a true-lover's knot,
For all lovers true to admire.
40
Anonymous

CHEVY-CHACE
AN OLD BALLAD

Goo prosper long our noble king,
Our lives and safeties all;
A woful hunting once there did
In Chevy-Chace befall.
To drive the deer with hound and horn
Earl Percy took his way_;
The child may rue that is unborn
The hunting of that day.
The stout Earl of Northumberland
A vow to God did make,
His pleasure in the Scottish woods
Three summer days to take, The chiefest harts in Chevy-Chace
To kill and bear away.
These tidings to Earl Douglas came,
I n Scotland where he lay;
Who sent Earl P ercy present word
H e would prevent his sport.
The English earl, not fearing that,
Did to the woods resort
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With fifteen hundred bowmen bold,
All chosen men of might,
Who knew full well in time of need
To aim their shafts aright.
The gallant greyhounds swiftly ran
To chase the fallow deer;
On Monday they began to hunt
Ere daylight did appear;
And long before high noon they had
A hundred fat bucks slain;
Then having dined, the drovers went
To rouse the deer again.
The bowmen mustered on the hills,
Well able to endure;
And all their rear, with special care,
That day was guarded sure.
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The hounds ran swiftly through the woods,
The nimble deer to take,
That with their cries the hills and dales
An echo shrill did make.
40
Lord Percy to the quarry went,
To view the slaugptered deer;
Quoth he, "Earl Douglas promised
This day to meet me here;
"But if I thought he would not coine,
No longer would I stay;"
With that a brave young gentleman
Thus to the Earl did say:

45

ii

ANONYMOUS

"Lo, yon<ler doth Earl Douglas come,
His men in armor bright;
Full twenty hundred Scottish spears
All marching in our sight;
"All men of pleasant Teviotdale,
Fast by the river Tweed ;"
"Then cease your sports," Earl P ercy said,
"And take your bows with speed;
"And now with me, my countrymen,
Your courage forth advance;
For never was there champion yet,
In Scotland or in France,
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"That ever did on horseback come,
But if my hap it were,
I durst ~counter man for man,
With him to break a spear."

.

Earl Douglas on his milk-white steed,
Most like a baron bold,
Rode foremost of his company,
Whose armor shone like gold.
"Show me," said he, "whose men you be,
That hunt so boldly here,
That, without my consent, do chase
And kill my fallow-deer."
T he first man that did answer make,
Was noble P ercy he Who said, "We list not to declare,
Nor show whose men we be:

65

70

75

ANONYMOUS
"Yet will we spend our dearest blood
Thy chiefest harts to slay."
Then Douglas swore a solemn oath,
And thus in rage did say:

80

"Ere thus I will out-braved be,
One of us two shall die;
I know thee well, an earl thou art Lord Percy, so am I.
"But trust me, Percy, pity it were,
And great offence, to kill
Any of these our guiltless men,
For they have done no ill.
"Let thou and I the battle try,
And set our men aside."
"Accursed be he," Earl Percy said,
"By whom this is denied."
Then stepped a gallant squire forth,
Witherington was his name,
Who said, "I would not have it told
To Henry, our king, for shame,
"That e'er my captain fought on foot,
And I stood looking on.
You two be earls," said Witherington,
"And I a squire alone;
"I'll do the best that do I may,
While I have power to stand;
While I have power to wield my sword,
I 'II fight with heart and hand."
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Our English archers bent their bows Their hearts were good and true;
At the first flight of arrows sent,
Full fourscore Scots they slew.
Yet stays Earl Douglas on the bent,
As Chieftain stout and good;
As valiant Captain, all unmoved,
The shock he firmly stood.
His host he parted had in three,
As leader ware and tried;
And soon his spearmen on their foes
Bore down on every side.
Throughout the English archery
They dealt full many a wound;
But still our valiant Englishmen
All firmly kept their ground.
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And throwing straight their bows away,

They grasped their swords so bright;
And now sharp blows, a heavy shower,
On shields and helmets light.
They closed full fast on every side No slackness t here was found;
And many a gallant gentleman
Lay gasping on the ground.
In truth, it was a grief to see
How each one chose his spear,
And how the blood out of their breasts
Did gush like water clear.
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At last these t wo stout earls did meet;
Like captains of great might,
Like lions wode, they laid on lode,
And made a cr1,1el fight.
They fought until they both did sweat,
With swords of tempered steel,
Until the blood, like drops of rain,
They trickling down did feel.
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"Yield thee, Lord Percy," Douglas said;
"In faith I will thee bring
·
Where thou shalt high advanced be
By James, our Scottish king.
"Thy ransom I will freely give,
And this rep~rt of thee,
!Thou-art the most courageous knight
That ever I did see."
"No, Douglas," saith Earl P ercy then,
"Thy proffer I do scorn;
I will not yield to any Scot
That ever yet was born."
With that there came an arrow keen
Out of an English bow,
Which struck Earl Douglas to t he heart,
A deep and deadly blow;
Who never spake more words than these:
"Fight on, my merry men all;
For why, my life is at an end;
Lord Percy.sees my fall."
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Then leaving life, Earl Percy took
The dead man by t he hand;
And said, "Earl Douglas, for thy life
Would I had lost my land l
'.' In truth, my very heart doth bleed
With sorrow for thy' sake;
For sure a more redoubted knight
Mischance did never take."

165

A knight amongst t he Scots there was
Who saw Earl Douglas .die,
110
Who straight in wrath did vow revenge
Upon the Earl Percy.
Sir Hugh Montgomery was he called,
Who, with a spear full bright,
Well mounted on a gallant steed,
Ran fiercely through the fight;
And past the English archers all,
Without a dread or fear;
And through Earl Percy's body then
H e thrust his hateful spear;
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With such vehement force and might
He did his body gore,
T he staff ran through t he other side
A large cloth-yard and more.
So thus did both these nobles die,
Whose courage none could stain.
An English archer then perceived
The noble Earl was slain.
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H e had a bow bent in his hand,
Made of a trusty tree;
An arrow of a cloth-yard long
To the hard head haled he.
Against Sir Hugh Montgomery
So right the shaft he set,
The gray goose wing that was thereon
In his heart's blood was wet.
This fight did last from break of day
1'ill setting of the sun:
For when they rung the evening-bell,
The battle scarce was done.
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With stout Earl Percy there was slain
Sir John of Egerton,
Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John,
Sir James, that bold baron.
And with Sir George and stout Sir James, 205
Both knights of good account,
Good Sir Ralph Raby there was slain,
Whose prowess did surmount.
For Witherington needs must I wail
As one in doleful dumps;
For when his legs were smitten off,
He fought upon his stumps.
And with Earl Douglas there was slain
Sir Hugh Montgomery,
Sir Charles Murray, that from the field,
One foot would never flee.
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Sir Charles Murray of Ratcliff, t oo His sister's son was he;
Sir D avid Lamb, so well esteemed,
But saved he could not be.

220

And the Lord Maxwell in like case
Ditl with Earl Douglas die:
Of twenty hundred Scottish spears,
Scarce fifty-five did fly.

Of fifteen hundred Englishmen,

Went home but fifty-three;
The rest on Chevy-Chace were slain,
Under the greenwood t ree.
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Next day did many widows come,
Their husbands to bewail;
230
They washed their wounds in brinish tears,
But all would not prevail.
Their bodies, bathed in purple blood,
They bore with them away;
They kissed them dead a thousand times,
Ere they were clad in clay.
The news was brought to Edinburgh,
Where Scotland's king did reign,
That brave Earl Douglas suddenly
Was with an arrow slain:
"Oh heavy news," King James did :;ay;
"Scotland can witness be
I have not any captain more
Of such account as he."
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Like tidings to King H enry came
Within as short a space,
That Percy of Northumberland
Was slain in Chevy-Chace:

245

"Now God be with him," said our king,
"Since 'twill no better be;
I trust I have within my reaim
Five hundred as good as he:

250

"Yet shall not Scots o.r Scotland say
But I will vengeance take :
I 'II be revenged on them all,
For brave Earl P ercy's sake."
This vow full well the king performed
After at Humbledown;
In one day fifty knights were slain,
With lords of high renown;
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And of the rest, of small account,
Did many hundreds die:
Thus endeth the hunting of Chevy-Chace,
Made by the Earl Percy.
God save the king, and bless this land.
With plenty, joy and peace;
And grant, henceforth, that foul debate
'Twixt noblemen may cease!

265
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WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT

THE YELLOW VIOLET 1

WHEN beechen buds begin to swell,
And woods the bluebird's warble know,
The yellow violet's modest bell
P eeps from the last year's leaves below.
Ere russet fields their green resume,
Sweet flower, I love, in forest bare,
To meet thee, when thy faint perfume
Alone is in the virgin air.
Of all her train, the hands of Spring
First plant thee in the watery mould ,
And I have seen thee blossoming
Beside the snow-bank's edges cold.
Thy parent sun, who bade thee view
Pale skies, and chilling moisture sip,
Has bathed thee in his own bright hue,
And streaked with jet thy glowing lip.
Yet slight thy form, and low thy seat,
And earthward bent thy gentle eye,
Unapt the passing view to meet,
When loftier flowers are flaunting nigh.
Oft, in the sunless April day,
Thr early smile has stayed my walk ;
But midst the gorgeous blooms of May,
I passed thee on thy humble stalk.
1

By courtesy of D . Appleton & Co.
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So they, who climb to wealth, forget
The friends in darker fortunes tried.
I copied them - but I regret
That I should ape the ways of pride.

SS
25

And when again the genial hour
Awakes the painted tribes of light,
30
I'll not o'erlook the modest flower
That made the woods of April bright.
William Cullen Bryant
THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB

THE Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the
sea, .
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is
5
green,
That host with their banners at sunset were seen:
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath
blown,
That host on the morrow lay wither'd and strown.
For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the
blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he pass'd; 10
And the eyes of the sleepers wax' d deadly and
chill,
And their hearts but once heaved, and forever
grew still!
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GEORGE GORDON, LORD BYRON

And t here lay the steed with his nostril all wide,
But through it there roll'd not the breath of his
pride;
And t he foam of his gasping lay white on the
turf,
15
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating sud.
And there lay the rider distorted and pale,
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his
mail;
And the t ents were all silent, the banners alone,
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.
20
And t he widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,
And the idols are broke in the t emple of Baal!
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the
sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!
George Gordon, L ord B yron

PICTURES OF MEMORY
AMONG the beautiful pictures
That hang on Memory's wall,
Is one of a dim old forest
That seemeth best of all :
Not for its gnarled oaks olden,
Dark with t he mistletoe;
Not for the violets golden
That sprinkle the vale below;
Not for the milk-white lilies
That lean from the fragrant hedge,
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Coquetting all day with the sunbeams,
And stealing their shining edge;
Not for the vines on the upland
Where the bright red berries be,
Nor the pinks, nor the pale sweet cowslip, 15
It seemeth the best to me.
I once had a littfe brother,
With eyes that were dark and deep In the lap of that old dim forest
He lieth in peace asleep;
Light as the down of the thistle,
Free as the winds that blow,
We roved there the beautiful summers,
The summers of long ago;
But his feet on the hills grew weary,
And, one of the autumn eves,
I made for my little brother
A bed of the yellow leaves.
Sweetly his pale arms folded
My neck in a meek embrace,
As the light of immortal beauty
Silently covered his face:
And when the arrows of sunset
Lodged in the tree-tops bright,
He fell, in his saint-like beauty,
Asleep by the gates of light.
Therefore, of all the pictures
That hang on Memory's wall,
The one of the old dim forest
Seemeth the best of all.

Alice Cary
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WORK
DowN and up, and up and down,
Over and over and over;
Turn in the little seed, dry and brown,
Turn out the bright red clover.
Work, and the sun your work will share,
And the rain in its time will fall;
For Nature, she worketh everywhere,
And the grace of God through all.
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With hand on the spade and heart in the sky,
Dress the ground, and till it;
10
Turn in the little seed, brown and dry,
Turn out the golden millet.
Work, and your house shall be duly fed;
.Work, and rest shall be won;
I hold that a man had better be dead
15
Than alive, when his work is done!
Down and up, and up and down,
On the hill-top, low in the valley;
Turn in the little seed, dry and brown,
Turn out the rose and lily.
Work with a plan, or without a plan,
And your ends they shall be shaped true;
Work, and learn at first hand, like a man, The best way to know is to do!
Down and up till life shall close,
Ceasing not your praises;
Turn in the wild white winter snows,
Turn out the sweet spring daisies.
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Work, and the sun your work will share,
And the rain in its time will fall;
For Iature, she worketh everywhere,
And the grace of God through all.

30

Alice Cary

THE SEA
T HE SEA I the sea I the open sea!
The blue, the fresh, the ever free!
Without a mark, without a bound,
I t runneth the earth's wide regions round;
It plays with the clouds; it mocks the skies;
Or like a cradled creature lies.

I'm on the seal I 'm on the seal
I am where I would ever be;
With the blue above, and t he blue below,
And silence whereso'er I go;
If a storm should come and awake the deep,
What matter ? I shall ride and sleep.
I love, oh, how I love to ride
On the fierce, foaming, b ursting tide,
"''hen every mad wave drowns t he moon,
Or whistles aloft his tempest tune,
And tells how goeth the world below,
And why the sou'west blasts do blow.
I never was on the dull, tame shore,
But I loved t he great sea more and more,
And backward flew to her billowy breast,
Like a bird t hat seeketh its mother's nest;
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And a mother she was, and is, to me;
For I was born on the open sea!
The waves were white, and red the morn,
25
In the noisy hour when I was born;
And the whale it whistled, the porpoise rolled,
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold;
And never was heard such an outcry wild
As welcomed to life the ocean-child!
30
I 've lived since then, in calm and strife,
Full fifty summers, a sailor's life,
Witb wealth to spend, and power to range,
But never have sought nor sighed for change;
And Death, whenever he comes to me,
35
Shall come on the wild, unbounded sea!
Barry Cornwall

LA MARSEILLAISE

YE sons of Freedom, awake to glory!
Hark! hark! what myriads bid you rise!
Your children, wives, and grandsires·hoary,
Behold their tears and hear t heir cries I
Shall hateCul tyrants, mischiefs breeding,
With hireling hosts, a ruffian band,
Affright and desolate t he land,
While peace and liberty lie bleeding?

5

Chorus:

To arms, to arms, ye brave!
The avenging sword unsheath!
March on, march on, all hearts resolved,
On victory or death.
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Now, now the dangerous storm is scowling,
Which treacherous kings, confederate, raise;
The dogs of war, let loose, are howling,
15
And lo! our fields and cities blaze;
And shall we basely view the ruin,
While lawless force, with guilty stride,
Spreads desolation far and wide,
With crimes and blood his hands embruing? 20
With luxury and pride surrounded,
The vile, insatiate despots dare
(Their thirst of power and gold unbounded)
To mete and vend the light and air.
Like beasts of burden would they load us,
Like gods would bid their slaves adore;
But man is man, and who is more?
Then, shall they longer lash and goad us?

25

0 Liberty, can ,man resign thee!
Once having felt thy generous flame?
30
Can dungeons, bars and bolts confine thee,
Or whips thy noble spirit tame?
Too long the world has wept, bewailing
That falsehood's dagger t yrants wield;
But freedom is our sword and shield,
35
And all t heir arts are unavailing.
lwuget a,e Lisle
THE RHODORA

I NMay, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes,

I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods,
Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook,
To please the desert and the sluggish brook!:
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The purple petals, fallen in the pool
5
Made the black waters with their beauty gay;
Here might t he red-bird come his plumes to cool,
And court the flower that cheapens his array.
Rhodora ! if the sages ask thee why
This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,
IO
Dear, tell them, that if eyes were made for seeing,
Then beauty is its own excus~ for being.
Why thou wert there, 0 rival of the rose!
I never thought to ask; I never knew,
But in my simple ignorance suppose
15
The ·selfsame Power that brought me t here,
brought you.
Ralph Waldo Emerson

CONCORD HYMN
Sung at completion of the Battle Monument, April 19, 1886

BY t he rude bridge that arched the flood,
Their flag to April's b reeze unfurled,
Here once the embattled farmers stood,
And fired the shot heard round the world.
The foe long since in silence slept;
5
Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;
And T ime the ruined bridge has swept
Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.
On the green bank, by t his soft stream,
We set to-day a votive stone;
T hat memory may her dead redeem,
When, like our sires, our sons are gone.
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Spirit, that made those heroes dare
To die, and leave their children free,
Bid Time and Nature gently spare
The shaft we raise to them and thee.
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THE SNOWSTORM

ANNOUNCED by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight; the whited air
Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,
And veils the farmhouse at the garden's end.
5
The sled and traveler stopped, the courier's feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, inclosed
In a tumultuous privacy of storm.
Come see the north-wind's masonry.
10
Out of an unseen quarry evermore
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer
Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door.
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work
15
So fanciful, so savage, naught cares he
For number or proportion. Mockingly,
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths;
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn;
Fills up the farmer's lane from wall to wall,
20
Maugre the farmer's sighs; and, at the gate,
A tapering turret overtops the work:
And when his hours are numbered, and the world
Is all his own1 retiring, as he were not,
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Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art 25
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone,
Built in an age, the mad wind's night-work,
The frolic architecture of the snow.
Ralph W al,do Emerson

THE BLUE AND THE GRAY

BY the flow of the inland river,

Whence the fleets of iron have fled,
Where the blades of t he grave-grass quiver,
Asleep are the ranks of the dead:
Under t he sod and the dew,
5
Waiting the judgment-day;
Under the one, t he Blue,
U~der the other, t he Gray.

These in the robings of glory,
Those in the gloom of defeat ,
All with the battle-blood gory,
In the dusk of eternity meet:
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment-day;
Under the laurel, the Blue,
Under the willow, the Gray.
From the silence of sorrowful hours
The desolate mourners go,
Lovingly laden with flowers
Alike £or the friend and the foe :
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgm~nt-day;
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Under the roses, t he Blue,
Under the lilies, the Gray.
So wit h an equal splendor,
The morning sun-rays fall,
With a touch impart ially t ender,
On the blossoms blooming for all:
Under the sod and the dew,
Wait ing t he judgment -day;
Broidered wit h gold, the Blue,
Mellowed with gold, t he Gray.
So, when the summer calleth,
On forest and field of grain,
With an equal murmur falleth
The cooling drip of t he rain:
Under t he sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment-day;
Wet with the rain, t he Blue,
Wet with the rain, the Gray.
Sadly, but not wit h upbraiding,
The generous deed was done,
In the storm of the years t hat are fading
No braver battle was won:
Under the sod and the dew)
Wait ing the judgment-day ;
Under the blossoms, t he Blue,
Under t he garlands, the Gray.
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No more shall t he war cry sever,
Or the winding rivers be red ;
50
They banish our anger forever
When they laurel the graves of our dead!
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Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment-day;
Love and tears for the Blue,
T ears and love for the Gray.
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THE YARN OF THE "NANCY BELL"
?TWAS on the shores that round our coast
From Deal to R amsgate span,
That I found alone, on a piece of stone,
An elderly naval ma!)..
His hair was weedy, his beard was long,
And weedy and long was h e;
And I heard t his wight on the shore recite,
In a singular minor key : "O, I am a cook and a captain bold,
And the mate of the Nancy brig,
And a. bo'sun tight, and a midshipmite,
And the crew of the captain's•gig."
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And he shook his fists and he tore his hair,
Till I really felt afraid,
For I couldn't help thinking the man had been
·
drinking,
15
And so I simply said: -

"O elderly man, it's little I know
Of the duties of men of the sea,
And I 'II eat my hand if I understand
How you can possibly be
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" At once a cook and a captain bold,

And the mate of the Nancy brig,
And a bo'sun tight, and a mid hipmite,
And the crew of the captain's gig!"
Then he gave a hitch to his trousers, which
I s a t rick all seamen larn,
And having got rid of a thumping quid
H e spun this painful yarn : -

25

" 'T was in the good ship Nancy Bell
That we sailed to the Indian sea,
And there on a reef we come to grief,
Which has often occurred to me.

30

" And pretty nigh all o' the crew was drowned
(There was seventy-seven o' soul);
And only ten of t he Nancy's men
35
Said 'Here ' to the muster-roll.
" There was me, and the cook, and the captain
bold,
And the mate of t he Janey brig,
And the bo'sun t ight, and a midshipmite,
And the crew of the captain's gig.
40
"For a month we 'd neither wittles nor drink,
Till a-hungry we did feel,
So we drawed a lot, and, accordin', shot
T he captain for our meal.
" The next lot fell to the Nancy's mate,
And a delicate dish he made;
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Then our appetite with the midshipmite
We seven survivors stayed.
"And then we murdered the bo'sun tight,
And he much resembled pig;
Then we wittled free, did the cook and me,
On the crew of the captain's gig.
" Then only the cook and me was left,
And the delicate question, 'Which
Of us two goes to t he kettle?' arose,
And ·we argued it out as sich.
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"For I loved that cook as a brother, I did,
And the cook he worshipped me;
But we'd both be blowed if we'd either be stowed
In the other chap's hold, you see.
60
"' I'll be eat if you dines off me,' says Tom.
'Yes, that,' says I, 'you '11 be.
I'm boiled if I die, my friend,' quoth I;
And 'Exactly so,' quoth he.
"Says he: ' Dear J ames, to murder me
Were a foolish thing to do,
For don't you see that you can't cook me,
·w hile I can - and will - cook you?'
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"So he boils t he water, and takes the salt
And the pepper in portions true
70
(Which he never forgot), and some cbopp~d shalot, .
And some sage and parsley too.
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'" Come here,' says he, with a proper pride,
Which his smiling features tell;
''T will soothing be if I let you see
How extremely nice you 'II smell.'
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"And he stirred it round, and round, and round,
And he sniffed at the foaming froth;
When I ups with his heels, and smothers his squeals
In the scum of the boiling brot h.
80
"And I eat that cook in a week or less,
And as I eating be
T he last of his chops, why I almost drops,
For a wessel in sight I see.
"And I never larf, and I never smile,
And I never lark nor play;
But I sit and croak, and a single joke
I have - which is to say:
" 0 , I am a cook, and a captain bold
And the mate of the Nancy brig,
And a bo'sun tight, and a midshipmit e,
And the crew of the captain's gig!"
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE
SWEET Auburn! loveliest village of the plain,
Where health and plenty cheer'd the laboring swain,
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid,
And part ing summer's lingering blooms delay'd;
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease,
5
Seats of my youth, when every sport could please.
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How often have I loi ter'd o'er thy green,
Where h umble happiness endear 'd each scene!
H ow often have I paus'<l on every charm,
The shelter'd cot, t he cult ivated farm,
10
The never-failing brook, t he busy mill,
The decent church t hat topt t he neighboring hill,
The hawthorn bush ,vith seats beneath the shade,
For talking age and whispering lovers made!
How often have I blest t he coming day,
15
When t oil remitting lent its t urn to play,
And all the village train, from labor free,
Led up their sports beneath t he spreading tree;
While many a pastime circled in the shade,
The young contending as the old survey'd;
20
And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground,
And sleights of art and feats of strength went
round ;
And still, as each repeated pleasure tir'd,
Succeeding sports the mirt hful band inspir'd;
The dancing pair that simply sought renown, 25
By holding out, to tire each other down;
The swain mistrustless of his smutted face,
While secret laughter titter'd round the place;
The bashful virgin's sidelong looks of love,
The matron's glance that would those looks reprove :
30
These were thy charms, sweet village! sports like
these,
With sweet succession, taught e'en toil to please ;
These round thy bowers their cheerful influence
shed,
These were thy charms, - but all these charms
are fled.
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Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn! 35
Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn;
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen,
And desolation saddens all thy green:
One only master grasps the whole domain,
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain.
40
No more thy glassy brook reflects the day,
But chok'd with sedges works its weedy way;
Along thy glades, a solitary guest,
The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest;
Amidst thy desert-walks the lapwing flies,
45
And tires their echoes with unvaried cries.
Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all,
And the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall;
And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand,
Far, far away thy children leave the land.
50
Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a prey,
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay;
Princes and lords may :flourish, or may fade:
A breath can make them, as a breath has made:
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride,
55
When once destroy'd, can never be supplied.

A time there was, ere England's griefs began,
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man;
For him light labor spread her wholesome store,
Just gave what life requir'd, but gave no more; 60
His best companions, innocence and health;
And bis best riches, ignorance of wealth.
But times are alter'd; trade's unfeeling train
Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain;
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Along. the lawn, where scatter'd hamlets rose, 65
Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose;
And every want to opulence allied,
And every pang t hat folly pays to pride.
Those gentle hours that plenty bade t o bloom,
Those calm desires that ask'd but little room, 70
Those healthful sports that grac' d the peaceful
scene,
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all t he green :
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore,
And rural mirt h and manners are no more.
Sweet Auburn! pa rent of the blissful hour, 75
Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power.
H ere, as I take my solitary rounds
Amidst thy tangling walks and ruin'd grounds,
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view
Where once the cottage stood, t he hawthorn
grew,
so
R emembrance wakes, wit h all her busy train,
Swells at my breast, and turns t he past to pain.

In all my wanderings round t his world of care,
In all my griefs - and God has given my share I still had hopes, my latest hours t o crown,
85

Amidst these humble bowers t o lay me down;
To husband out life's taper at the close,
And keep the flame from wasting by repose;
I still had hopes - for pride attends us st ill Amidst the swains to show my book-learn'd
skill,
90
Around my fire an evening group to draw,
And tell of all I felt, and all I saw;
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And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue,
Pants to the place from whence at first she flew,
I still had hopes, my long vexations past,
95
H ere to return, - and die at home at last.
0 blest retirement! friend to life's decline,
R etreat from care, that never must be mine,
How blest is he who crowns in shades like these
A youth of labor with an age of ease;
· 100
Who quits a world where strong t emptations try,
And, since 't is hard to combat, learns to fly!
For him no wretches, born to work and weep,
Explore the mine, or t empt the dangerous deep;
N o surly porter stands in guilty stat e,
105
To spurn imploring famine from the gate:
But on he moves to meet his latter end,
Angels around befriending virtue's friend;
Bends to the grave with unperceiv'd decay,
While resignation gently slopes the way;
110
And, all his prospects brightening to the last,
His heaven commences ere the world be past.
Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening's close
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose.
There, as I pass'd with careless steps and slow, 115
The mingling notes came soften'd from below:
The swain responsive as the milkmaid sung,
The sober herd that low'd to meet t heir young;
The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool;
The playful children just let loose from school; 120
The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whispering
wind,
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind:
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These all in sweet confusion sought the shade,
And fill'd each pause the nightingale had made.
But now the sounds of population fail,
125
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale,
No busy steps the grass-grown footway tread.
But all the bloomy flush of life is fled.
All but yon widow'd, solitary thing,
That feebly bends beside the plashy spring; 130
She, wretched matron, - fore' d in age, for bread,
To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread,
To pick her wintry fagot from the thorn,
To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn She only left of all the harmJess train,
135
The sad historian o_f t he pensive plain.
Near yonder copse, where once the garden smil' d,
And still where m~ny a garden flower grows wild,
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,
The village preacher's modest mansion rose. 140
A man he was to all the country dear,
And passing rich with forty pounds a year.
R emote from towns he ran his godly race,
or e'er had chang'd, nor wish'd to change, his
place;
Unpractis'd he to fawn, or seek for power,
145
By doctrines fashion'd to the varying hour;
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize,
More skill' d to raise the wretched than to rise.
His house was known to all the vagrant train,
He chid their wanderings, but reliev'd their
pain;
150
The long-remember'd beggar was his guest ,
Whose beard descending swept his aged breast;
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The ruin'd spendt hrift, now no longer proud,
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ;
The broken soldier, kindly bade t o st ay,
155
Sat e by his fire, and t alk'd the night away;
Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done,
Shoulder'd his crutch, and show'd how fields were
won.
Pleas'd wit h his guests, the good man learn'd to
glow,
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ;
160
Careless their merits or their faults to scan,
H is pity gave ere charity began.
Thus to relieve the wret ched was his pride,
And e'en his failings lean'd t o virtue's side:
But in his duty prompt at every call,
165
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for
all.
And as a bird each fond endearment tries
To t empt its new-fledg'd offspring to the skies,
H e t ried each art, reprov'd each dull delay,
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way.
170
Beside the bed where part ing life was laid,
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by t urns dismay'd,
The reverend champion stood. At his control,
D espair and anguish fled the struggling soul;
Comfort came down the trembling wret ch to
ra~
1n
And his last faltering accents whisper'd praise.
At church, wit h meek and unaffect ed grace,
His looks adorn'd the venerable place;
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Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway,
And fools, who came to scoff, remain'd to pray.
The service past, around the pious man,
181
With steaq.y zeal, each honest rustic ran;
Even children follow' d, with endearing wile,
And pluck'd his gown, to share the good man's
smile.
His ready smile a parent's warmth exprest ,
185
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares distrest;
To them his heart, his love, his griefs, were given,
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven:
As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form,
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the
storm,
190
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are
spread,
Eternal sunshine settles on its head.
Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way
With blossom'd furze unprofitably gay,
There, in his noisy mansion, skill'd to rule,
195
The village master taught his little school.
A man severe he was, and stern to view:
I knew him well, and every truant knew:
Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace
The day's disasters in his morning face;
200
Full well they laugh'd, with counterfeited glee,
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he;
Full well the busy whisper, circling round,
Convey'd the dismal tidings when he frown'd.
Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught,
205
The love he bore to learning was in fault.
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The village all declar'd how much he knew;
'Twas certain he could write, and cipher too;
Lands he could measure, terms and t ides presage,
And even the story ran that he could gauge; 2 10
In arguing, too, the parson own'd his skill,
For even though vanquish'd he could argue still ;
While words of learned length and t hundering
sound
Amaz'd the gazing rustics rang'd around;
And still they gaz'd, and still the wonder grew 215
That one sma11 head could carry all he knew.
But past is all his fame. The very spot,
Where ma,ny a time he t riumph'd, is forgot.
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high,
Where once the sign-post caught the passing
eye,
220
Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts
inspir'd,
Where gray-beard mirth and smiling toil retir'd,
Where village statesmen lalk'd with looks profound,
And news much older than their ale went round.
Imagination fondly stoops to trace
225
The parlor splendors of that festive place:
The whitewash'd wall, the nicely sanded Boor,
The varnish'd clock t hat click'd behind the door;
The chest contriv'd a double debt to pay,
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day; 230
The pictures plac'd for ornament and use,
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose;
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day,
With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay,
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While broken teacups, wisely kept for show,
Rang'd o'er the chimney, glisten'd in a row.

235

Vain, transitory splendors ! could not all
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall?
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart. 240
Thither no more the peasant shall repair
To sweet oblivion of his daily care;
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale,
No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail;
No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 245
Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear;
The host himself no longer shall be found
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round;
Nor the coy maid, half _willing to be prest,
250
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest.
Yes! let the rich deride, the proud disdain,
These simple blessings of the lowly train;
To me more dear, congenial to my heart,
One native charm, than all the gloss of art.
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 255
The soul adopts, and owns their first-born sway;
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind,
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfin'd.
But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade,
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain,
261
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain;
And even while fashion's brightest arts decoy,
The heart, distrusting, asks if this be joy.
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Yefriendstotruth, yestatesmen, who survey 265
The rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay,
'T is yours to judge how wide the limits stand
Between.a splendid and a happy land.
Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore,
And shouting Folly hails them from her shore ; 270
Hoards e'en beyond the miser's wish abound,
And rich men flock from all the world around.
Yet count our gains: this wealth is but a name,
That leaves our useful products still the same.
Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride 275
Takes up a space that many poor supplied;
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds,
Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds:
The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth
Has robb'd the neighboring fields of half their
growth;
280
His seat, where solitary sports are seen,
Indignant spurns the cottage from the green;
Around the world each needful product flies,
·For all the luxuries the world supplies.
While thus the land, adorn'd for pleasure, all 285
In barren splendor feebly waits the fall.
As some fair fem ale, unadorn' d and plain,
Secure to please while youth confirms her reign,
Slights every borrow'd charm that dress supplies,
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes; 290
But when those charms are past; for charms are
frail,
When time advances, and when lovers fail,
She then shines forth, solicitous to bless,
In all the glaring impotence of dress:
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Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd ,
295
I n nature's simplest charms at first array'd ;
But, verging to decline, its splendors rise,
I ts vistas strike, its palaces surprise;
While, scourged by famine from the smiling land,
rl'he mournful peasant leads his humble band; 300
And while he sinks, without one arm to save,
The country blooms - a garden and a grave.
Where then, ah! where shall poverty reside,
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride?
H to some common's fenceless limits stray'd, 305
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade,
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide,
And even the bare-worn common is denied.
If to the city sped, what waits him there?
To see profusion that he must not share;
310
To see t en thousand baneful arts combin'd,
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind; ·
• To see those joys the sons of pleasure know
Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe.
H ere, while the courtier glitters in brocade,
315
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade;
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps
display,
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way.
The dome where Pl'e asure holds her midnight
reign,
H ere, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train; 320
Tumult uous grandeur crowds t he blazing square,
The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare.
Sure scenes like these no t roubles e'er annoy!
Sure these denote one universal joy l
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Are these thy serious thoughts? Ah! turn thine
eyes
325
Where the poor houseless shivering female lies.
She once, perhaps, in village plenty blest,
Has wept at tales of innocence distrest;
Her modest looks the cottage might adorn,
329
Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the·thorn;
Now lost to all - her friends, her virtue fled Near her betrayer's door she lays her 'head,
And, pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the
shower,
With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour,
When idly first, ambitious of the town,
335
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown.
Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveliest
train,
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain?
Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led,
At proud men's doors they ask a little bread. 340
Ah, no! To distant climes, a dreary scene,
Where half the convex world intrudes between.
Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they
go,
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe.
Far different there from all that charm'd before,
3~5
The various terrors of that horrid shore:
Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray,
And fiercely shed intolerable day;
Those matted woods where birds forget to sing,
But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling;
350
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Those pois'nous fields with rank luxuriance
crown'd,
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around;
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake;
Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey 355
And saYage men more murderous still than they;
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies,
Mingling the ravag'd landscape with the skies.
F ar different t hese from every former scene,
The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green,
360
The breezy covert of the warbling grove,
That only shelter'd thefts of harmless love.
Good Heaven I what sorrows gloom'd that parting day
That call'd them from their native walks away;
When the poor exiles, every pleasure past,
365
Hung round the bower , and fondly look'd t heir
last,
And took a long farewell, and wish'd in vain
For seats like these beyond the western main;
And, shuddering still to face the distant deep ,
Return'd and wept, and still rcturn'd to weep! 3i0
'fhe good old sire the first prepar'd to go
To new-found worlds, and wept for others' woe;
But for himself, in:conscious virtue brave,
He only wish'd for worlds beyond the grave.
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears,
'fhe fond companion of his helpless years,
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms,
And left a lover's for a father's arms.
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With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes,
And bless'd the cot where every pleasure rose; 380
And kiss'd her thoughtless babes with many a
tear,
And clasp'd them close, in sorrow doubly dear;
Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief
In all the silent manliness of grief.

0 Luxury I thou curst by Heaven's decree, 385
How ill exchang'd are things like these for thee!
How do thy potions, with insidious joy,
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy!
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown,
Boast of a florid vigor not their own.
390
At every draught more large and large they grow,
A bloated mass of rank, unwieldy woe;
Till sapp'd their strength, and every part unsound,
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round.
Even now the devastation is begun,
395
And half the business of destruction done;
Even now, methinks, as pondering here I stand,
I see the rural Virtues leave the land.
Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail,
That idly waiting flaps with every gale,
4.00
Downward they move, a melancholy band,
Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand.
Contented Toil, and hospitable Care,
And kind connubial Tenderness, are there;
And P iety with wishes plac'd above,
405
And steady Loyalty, and faithful Love·.
And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid,
Still first to fly where sensual joys invade;
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Unfit, in these degenerate t imes of shame,
To catch the h eart, or strike for honest fame; 410
D ear charming nymph, neglected and decried,
My shame in crowds, my solitary pride;
Thou source of all my bliss and all my woe,
That found'st me poor at first, and keep'st me so;
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel,
415
Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well!
Farewell! and oh! where'er thy voice be tried,
On Torno's cliffs, or P ambamarca's side,
Whether where equinoctial fervors glow,
Or winter wraps the polar world in snow,
420
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time,
R edress the r igors of the inclement clime;
Aid slighted truth with thy p ersuasive strain ;
T each erring man to spurn the rage of gain;
T each him, that states of native strength pos425
sest,
Though very poor, may still be very blest;
That trade's proud empire hastes to swift decay,
As ocean sweeps the labor'd mole away;
While self-dependent power can t ime defy,
As rocks resist the billows and the sky.
430
Oliver Goufanit,h
THE HEIGHT OF THE RIDICULOUS
I

some lines once on a time
In wondrous merry mood,
. And thought, as usual, men would say
They were exceeding good.
WROTE

They were so queer, so very queer,
I laughed as I would die;

5
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Albeit, in the general way,
A sober man am I.
I called my servant, and he came;
How kind it was of him
To mind a slender man like me,
He of the mighty limb.
"These to the printer," I exclaimed,
And, in my· humorous way,
I added, (as a t rifling jest,)
"There'll be the devil to pay."
He took the paper, and I watched,
And saw him peep within;
At the first line he read, his face
Was all upon the grin.
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H e read the next; the grin grew broad,
And shot from ear to ear;
He read the third; a chuckling noise
I now began to hear.
The fourth; he broke into a roar;
. The fifth; his waistband split;
The sixth; he burst five buttons off,
And tumbled in a fit.
Ten days and nights, with sleepless eye,
I watched that wretched man,
And since, I never dare to write
As funny as I can.

Oliver Wendell Holmes
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LEIGH HUNT

ABOU BEN ADHEM

ABou BEN ADHEM (may his tribe increase!)
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace,
And saw, within the moonlight in his room,
Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom,
An Angel writing in a book of gold: 5
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,
And to the Presence in the. room he said,
"What writest thou?" - The Vision raised its
head,
And with a look made of all sweet accord
Answered, "The names of those who love the
Lord."
10
''And is mine one?" said Abou. "Nay, not so,"
Replied the Angel. Abou spoke more low,
But cheerily still, and said, " I pray thee, then,
Write me as one that loves his fellow men."
The Angel wrote and vanished. The next night 15
It came again with a great wakening light,
And showed the names whom love of God had
blessed,
And, lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest.
Leigh Hunt

SANTA FILOMENA
WHENE'ER a noble deed is wrought,
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought,
Our hearts, in glad surprise,
To higher levels rise.

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

The tidal wave of deeper souls
Into our inmost being rolls,
And lifts us unawares
Out of all meaner cares.
Honor to those whose words or deeds
Thus help us in our daily needs,
And by their overflow
Raise us from what is low I
Thus thought I , as by night I read
Of the great army of the dead,
The trenches cold and damp,
The starved and frozen camp, The wounded from the battle-plain,
In dreary hospitals of pain,
The cheerless corridors,
The cold and stony floors.

65
5

10

15

20

Lo I in that house of misery
A lady with a lamp I see
P ass through the glimmering gloom,
And flit from room to room.
And slow, as in a dream of bliss,
The-speechless sufferer turns to kiss
Her shadow, as it falls
Upon the darkening walls.
As if a door in heaven should be
Opened and then closed suddenly,
The vision came and went,
The light shone and was spent.
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On England's annals, through the long
Hereafter of her speech and song,
That light its rays shall cast
35
From portals of the past.
A Lady with a Lamp shall stand

In t he great history of the land,
A noble type of good,
Heroic womanhood.

40

Nor even shall be wanting here
The palm, the lily, and the spear,
The symbols that of yore
Saint Filomena bore.

Henry W adsworth Longfellow

THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS
IT was the schooner H esperus,
That sailed the wintry sea;
And the skipper had taken his little daughter,
To bear him company.
Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,
H er cheeks like the dawn of day,
And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds,
That ope in the month of May.

5

The skipper he stood beside the helm,
His pipe was in his mouth,
10
And he watched how the veering flaw did blow
The smoke now West, now South.

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

Then up and spake an old Sailor,
Had sailed to the Spanish Main,
" I pray thee, put into yonder port,
For I fear a hurricane.
"Last night, the moon had a golden ring,
And to-night no moon we see!"
The skipper, he blew a whiff from his pipe,
And a scornful laugh laughed he.
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Colder and louder blew the wind,
A gale from the Northeast,
The snow fell hissing in the brine,
And the billows frothed like yeast.
Down came the storm, and smote amain
25
T he vessel in its strength;
She shuddered and paused, like a frighted st eed,
Then leaped her cable's length.

"Come hither! come hither! my little daughter,
And do not .tremble so;
30
For I can weather the roughest gale
That ever wind did blow."
He wrapped her warm in his seaman's coat
Against the stinging blast;
He cut a rope from a broken spar,
· And bound her to the mast.

"O father! I hear the church-bells ring,
Oh say, what may it be?"
'"Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast!" And he steered for the open sea.
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" 0 father! I hear t he sound of guns,
Oh say, what may it be?"
"Some ship in distress, that cannot live
In such an ~ngry sea! "

"O father! I see a gleaming light,
Oh say, what may it be?"
But the father answered never a word,
A frozen corpse was he.

45

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,
With his'face turned t o the skies,
50
The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow
On his fixed and glassy eyes.
Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed
That saved she might be;
And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave, 55
On the Lake of Galilee.
And fast through the midnight dark and drear,
Through the whistling sleet and snow,
Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept
Tow'rds the reef of Norman's Woe.

60

And ever the fitful gusts between
A sound came from the land;
It was the sound of the t rampling surf
On the rocks and t he hard sea-sand.
The breakers were right beneath her bows,
She drifted a dreary wreck,
And a whooping billow swept the crew
Like icicles from her deck.
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She struck where the white and fleecy waves
Looked soft as carded wool,
70
But the cruel rocks, they gored her side
Like the horns of an angry bull.
Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,
With the masts went by the board;
Like a vessel of gla.ss, she stove and sank,
Ho! ho I the breakers roared!
At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,
A fisherman stood aghast,
To see the form of a maiden fair,
Lashed close to a drifting mast.
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The salt sea was frozen on her breast,
The salt tears in her eyes;
And he saw her hair, like the brown seaweed,
On the billows fall and rise.
Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,
In the midnight and the snow!
Christ save us all from a death like this,
On the reef of Norman's Woe!

H enry Wadsworth Longfellow

EXCELSIOR

THE shades of night were falling fast,

As through an Alpine village passed
A youth, who bore, 'mid snow and ice,
A banner with the strange device,
Excelsior!

85

70

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

His brow was sad; his eye beneath
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath,
And like a silver clarion rung
The accents of that unknown tongue,
Excelsior!

10

In happy homes he saw the light
Of household fires gleam warm and bright;
Above, the spectral glaciers shone,
And from his lips escaped a groan,
Excelsior!
15
" Try not the Pass!" the old man said;
" Dark lowers the tempest overhead,
The roaring torrent is deep and wide!"
And loud that clarion voice replied,
Excelsior!

20

"Oh stay," the maiden said, "and rest
Thy weary head upon this breast!"
A tear stood in his bright blue eye,
But still he answered, with a sigh,
Excelsior!

25

·"Beware the pine-tree's withered branch!
Beware the awful avalanche!"
This was the peasant's last Good-night,
A voice replied, far up the height,
Excelsior!
30
At break of day, as heavenward
The pious monks of Saint Bernard

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGfELLOW
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Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,
A voice cried through the startled air,
Excelsior I

35

A traveller, by the faithful hound,
Half-buried in the snow was found,
Still grasping in his hand of ice
That banner with the strange device,
Excelsior!

40

There in the twilight cold and gray,
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay,
And from the sky, serene and far,
A voice fell, like a falling star,
Excelsior I

45
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JUNE
FROM THE VISION OF SIR L AUNFAL

what is so rare as a day in June?
Then, if ever, come perfect days;
Then H eaven tries earth if it be in tune,
And over it softly her warm ear lays;
,i\Thether we look, or whether we listen,
5
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten;
Every clod feels a stir of might,
An instinct within it that reaches and t owers,
And, groping blindly above it for light,
Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers;
10
The flush of life may ";ell be seen
Thrilling back over hills and valleys;
The cowslip startles in meadows green,
A ND
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The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice,
And there's never a leaf nor a blade too mean 15
To be some happy creature's palace;
The little bird sits at his door in the sun,
Atilt like a blossom among the leaves,
And lets his illumined being o'errun
With the deluge of summer it receives;
20
His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings,
And the heart in her dumb breast :flutters and sings;
He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest, In the nice ear of Nature which song is the best?
Now is the high-tide of the year,
25
And whatever of life hath ebbed away
Comes :flooding back with a ripply cheer,
Into every bare inlet and creek and bay;
Now the heart is so full that a drop overfills it,
We are happy now because God wills it;
30
No matter how barren the past may have been,
'Tis enough for us now that the leaves are green;
We sit in the warm shade and feel right well
How the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell;
We may shut our eyes, but we cannot help knowing
35
That skies are clear and grass is growing;
The breeze comes whispering in our ear,
That dandelions are blossoming near,
That maize has sprouted, that streams are
:flowing,
That the river is bluer than the sky,
40
That the robin is plastering his house hard by;
And if the breeze kept the good news back,
For other couriers we should not lack;

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL
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We could guess it all by yon heifer's lowing, And hark! how clear bold chanticleer,
45
Warmed with the new wine of the year,
Tells ail in his lusty crowing!
Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how;
Everything is happy now,
Everything is upward striving;
50
'T is as easy now for the heart to be true
As for grass to be green or skies to be blue, 'T is the natural way of living:
Who knows whither the clouds have fled?
In the unscarred heaven they leave no wake; 55
And the eyes forget the tears they have shed,
The heart forgets its sorrow and ache;
The soul partakes the season's youth,
And the sulphurous rifts of passion and woe
Lie deep 'neath a silence pure and smooth,
60
Like burnt-out craters healed with snow.
J ames Russell Lowell ·

ARNOLD WINKELRIED
(July 9, 1386)

"MAKE way for Liberty! " he cried,
Made way for Liberty, and died.
In arms the Austrian phalanx stood,
A living wall, a human wood;
A wall, - where every conscious stone
Seemed to its kindred thousands grown;
A rampart all assaults to bear,
Till time to dust their frames should wear:
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A wood, - like that enchanted grove
In which with £ends Rinaldo strove,
Where every silent tree possessed
A spirit prisoned in its breast,
Which the first stroke of coming strife
Might startle into hideous life:
So still, so dense, t he Austrians stood,
A living wall, a human wood.
Impregnable their front appears,
All-horrent with projected spears,
Whose polished points before t hem shine,
From flank to flank, one brilliant line,
Bright as the breakers' splendors run
Along the billows t o the sun.
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Opposed to these, a hovering band
Contended for their father-land
Peasants, whose new-found strength had broke 25
From manly necks the ignoble yoke,
And forged their fetters into swords,
On equal terms to fight their lords,
And what insurgent rage had gained
In many a mortal fray maintained.
30
Marshalled once more, at Freedom's call,
They came to conquer or to fall,
Where he who conquered, he who fell,
Was deemed a dead, or living, T ell;
Such virtue had that patriot breathed,
35
·so to the soil his soul bequeathed,
That wheresoe'er his arrows flew,
Heroes ·in his own likeness grew,
And warriors sprang from every sod,
Which his awakening footstep trod.
40
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And now the work of life and death
Hung on the passing of a breath;
The fire of conflict burned within,
The battle trembled to begin;
Yet, while the Austrians held their ground, 45
Point for assault was nowhere found;
Where'er the impatient Switzers gazed,
The unbroken line of lances blazed:
That line 't were suicide to meet,
And perish at their tyrants' feet:
so
How could they rest within their graves,
And leave their homes the haunts of slaves?
Would they not feel their children tread
With clanging chains, above their head?
It must not be: this day, this hour,
Annihilates the invader's power:
All Switzerland is in the field,
She will not fly, she cannot yield,
She must not fall; her better fate
Here gives her an immortal date.
Few were the number she could boast,
Yet every freeman was a host,
And felt as 't were a secret known
That one should turn the scale alone,
While each unto himself were he
On whose sole arm hung victory.
It did depend on one indeed:
Behold him, - Arnold Winkelried!
There sounds not to the trump of fame
The echo of a nobler name.
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Unmarked he stood amid the throng,
In rumination deep and long,
Till you might see, with sudden grace,
The very thought come o'er his face, ·
And by the motion of his form
Anticipate the bursting storm,
· And by the uplifting of his brow
Tell where the bolt would strike, and how.
But 't was no sooner thought than done,
The field was in a moment won;
"Make way for Liberty!" he cried,
Then ran, with arms extended wide,
As if his dearest friend to clasp;
T en spears he swept within his grasp;
"Make way for Liberty! " he cried;
Their keen points met from side to side;
He bowed amidst them, like a tree,
And thus made way for Liberty.
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Swift to the breach his comrades fly;
"Make way for Liberty!" they cry,
90
And through the Austrian phalanx dart,
As rushed the spears through Arnold's heart;
While, instantaneous as his fall,
Rout, ruin, panic seized them all;
An earthquake could not overthrow
95
A city with a surer blow.
Thus Switzerland again was free;
Thus Death made way for Liberty!

J ames Montgomery
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A LEGEND OF BREGENZ

round with rugged mountains the fair Lake
Constance lies;
In her blue heart reflected, shine back the starry
skies;
And, watching each white cloudlet float silently
and slow,
You think a piece of heaven lies on our earth below!
GIRT

Midnight is there; and silence, enthroned in
5
heaven, looks down
Upon her own calm mirror, upon a sleeping
town:
For Bregenz, that quaint city upon the Tyrol
shore,
Has stood above Lake Constance a thousand
years and more.
Her battlements and towers, upon their rocky
steep,
Have cast thefr trembling shadows for ages on the
deep;
10
Mountain and lake and valley, a sacred legend
know,
Of how the town was saved one night, three hundred years ago.
Far from her home and kindred a Tyrol maid had
fled,
To serve in the Swiss valleys, and toil for daily
bread;
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And every year that fleeted so silently and fast 15
Seem'd to bear further from her the memory of
the past.
She served kind, gentle masters, nor ask' d for rest
or change;
H er friends seem'd no more new ones, their speech
seem'd no more strange;
·.
And, when she led her cattle to pasture every day,
She ceased to look and wonder on which side
Bregenz lay.
20
She spoke no more of Bregenz, with longing and
with tears;
H er Tyrol home seem'd faded in a deep mist of
years;
She heeded not the rumors of Austrian war or
strife;
Each day she rose, contented, to the calm toils of
life.
Yet, when her master's children would clustering
round. her stand,
25
She sang t hem the old ballads of her own native
land;
And, when at morn and evening she knelt before
God's throne,
The accents of her childhood rose to her lips alone.
And so she dwelt: the valley more peaceful year
by year;
When suddenly strange portents of some great
deed seem'd near.
30
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The golden corn was bending upon its fragile stalk,
While farmers, heedless of their fields, paced up
and down in talk.
The men seem'd stern and alter'd, with looks cast
on the ground;
With anxious faces, one by one, the women gather' d round;
All talk of flax, or spinning, or work, was put
away;
35
The very children seem'd afraid to go alone to play.
One day, out in the meadow wit h strangers from
the town,
Some secret plan discussing, the men walk'd up
and down.
Yet now and then seem'd watching a strange, uncertain gleam,
That look'd like lances 'mid the t rees that stood
below t he stream.
40
At eve they all assembled, all care and doubt
were fled;
With jovial laugh they feasted, the board was
nobly spread.
The elder of the village rose up, his glass in hand,
And cried, "We drink the downfall of an accursed
land!
"The night is growing darker; ere one more day
is flown
.
45
Bregenz, our foeman's stronghold, Bregenz shall
be our own!"

80

ADELAIDE A. PROCTER

The women shrank in terror, (yet pride, too, had
her part,)
But one poor Tyrol maiden felt death within her
heart.
Before her stood fair Bregenz, once more her
towers arose;
What were the friends beside her? Only her counfo~I
w
The faces of her kinsfolk, the days of childhood
fl.own,
The echoes of her mountains, reclaim'd her as
their own!
Nothing she heard around her, (though shouts
rang forth again,)
Gone were. the green Swiss valleys, the pasture,
and the plain;
·
Before her eyes one vision, and in her heart one
c~
That said, "Go forth, save Bregenz, and then, if
need be, die I"
With trembling haste and breathless, with noiseless step she sped;
Horses and weary cattle were standing in the
shed;
She loosed the strong white charger, that fed from
out her hand,
She mounted and she turn'd his head toward her
native land.
60
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Out - out into the darkness - fast er, and still
· more fast;
The smooth grass flies behind her, the chestnut
wood is pass'd;
She looks up; clouds are heavy : Why is her st eed
so slow? Scarcely the wind beside them can pass them as
they go.
" Faster!" she cries, "0, faster! " Eleven the
church-bells chime :
65
" O God," she cries," help Bregcnz, and bring me
there in time!"
But louder than bells' ringing, or lowing of the
kine,
Grows nearer in the midnight the rushing of the
· Rhine.
Shall not the roaring waters their headlong gallop
check?
The steed draws back in terror, she leans above
his neck
10
To watch the flowing darkness, the bank is high
and steep;
One pause, - he staggers forward, and plunges
in the deep.
She strives to pierce the blackness, and looser
t hrows the rein;
H er steed must breast the waters that dash above
his mane;
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How gallantly, how nobly, he struggles through
the foam,
75
And see, in the far distance shi~e out the lights of
home!
Up the steep bank he bears her, and now they
rush again
Towards the heights of Bregenz, that tower above
the plain.
They reach the gate of Bregenz just as the midnight rings,
And out come serf and soldier to meet the news
she brings.
80
Bregenz is saved! Ere daylight her battlements
are mann'd;
D efiance greets the army that marches on the
land:
And, if to deeds heroic should endless fame be
paid,
Bregenz does well to honor the noble Tyrol
maid.
Three hundred years are vanish'd, and yet upon
the hill
85
An old stone gateway rises, to do her honor
still.
And there, when Bregenz women sit spinning in
the shade,
They see in quaint old carving the charger and
the maid.

MARGARET SANGSTER
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And when, to guard old Bregenz, by gateway,
street, and tower,
The warder paces all night long, and calls each
passing hour:
90
"Nine," "ten," "eleven," he cries aloud, and
then (0 crown of fame!)
When midnight pauses in the skies he calls the
maiden's name.
Adelaide A. Procter

OUR FLAG I

FLAG of the fearless-hearted,
Flag of the broken chain,
Flag in a day-dawn started,
Never to pale or wane.
D early we prize its colors,
With the heaven light breaking through,
The clustered stars and the steadfast bars,
The red, the white, and the blue.
Flag of the sturdy fathers,
Flag of the royal sons,
Beneath its folds it gathers
Earth's best and noblest ones.
Boldly we wave its colors,
Our veins are thrilled anew
By the steadfast bars, the clustered stars,
The red, the white, and the blue.

5

10

15

Margaret Sangster

Reprinted from Lyrws of L~e, by Margaret E. Sangster. By
permission of Fleming H. Revell Company.
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ORPHEUS WITH HIS LUTE
ORPHEUS with his lute made trees,
And the mountain tops that freeze,
Bow themselves when he did sing:
To his music, plants and flowers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers •
There had made a lasting spring.
Every thing that heard him play,
Even the billows of t he sea,
Hung their heads, and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart
Fall asleep, or h earing, die.
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THE HAND OF LINCOLN
LooK on this cast, and know the hand
That bore a nation in its hold:
From this mute witness understand
What Lincoln was, - how large of mould
The man who sped the woodman's team,
And deepest sunk the ploughman's share,
And pushed the laden raft astream,
Of fate before him unaware.
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This was the hand that knew to swing
The axe - since thus would Freedom train 10
Her son - and made the forest ring,
And drove the wedge, and toiled amain.

EDMUND CLARENCE STED1\11AN
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Firm hand, that loftier office took,
A conscious leader's will obeyed,
And, when men sought his word and look,
15
With steadfast might the gathering swayed.
No courtier's, toying with a sword,
Nor minstrel's, laid across a lute;
A chief's, uplifted to the Lord
When all the kings of earth were mute!

20

The hand of Anak, sinewed strong,
T he fingers that on greatness clutch;
Yet, lo! t he marks their lines along
Of one who strove and suffered much.
For here in knotted cord and vein
I trace t he varying chart of years;
I know the troubled heart, the strain,
The weight of At las - and the t ears.
Again I see the patient brow
That palm erewhile was wont to press;
And now 't is furrowed d eep, and now
Made smooth with hope and tenderness.
For something of a formless grace
This moulded outline plays about;
A pitying flame, beyond our trace,
Breathes like a spirit, in and out, The love that cast an aureole
Round one who, longer to endure,
Called mirth to ease his ceaseless dole,
Yet kept his nobler purpose sure.
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Lo, as I gaze, the statured man,
Built up from yon large hand, appears:
A type that Nature wills to plan
But once in all a people's years.
What better than this voiceless cast
To tell of such a one as he,
Since through its living semblance passed
The thought that bade a race be free!

45

Edmund Clarence Stedman

THE THROSTLE
"SUMMER is coming, summer is coming.
I know it, I know it, I know it.
Light again, leaf again, life again, love again!"
Yes, my wild little Poet.
Sing the new year in under the blue.
Last year you sang it as gladly.
"New, new, new, new!" Is it then so new
That you should carol so madly?

5

"Love again, song again, nest again, young again,"
Never a prophet so crazy!
10
And hardly a daisy as yet, little friend,
See, there is hardly a daisy.
"Here again, here, here, here, happy year!"
0 warble unchidden, unbidden!
Summer is coming, is coming, my dear,
And all the winters are hidden.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson
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THE PIPES AT LUCKNOW
PIPES of the misty moorlands,
Voice of the glens and hills;
The droning of the torrents,
The treble of the rills!
Not the braes of bloom and heather,
Nor the mountains dark with rain,·.
Nor maiden bower, nor border tower,
Have heard your sweetest strain!
Dear to the Lowland reaper,
And plaided mountaineer, To the cottage and the castle
The Scottish pipes are dear; Sweet sounds the ancient pibroch
O'er mountain, loch, and glade;
But the sweetest of all music
The pipes at Lucknow played.
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Day by day the Indian tiger
Louder yelled, and nearer crept;
Round and round the jungle-serpent
Near and nearer circles swept.
20
"Pray for rescue, wives and mothers, Pray to-day!" the soldier said;
"To-morrow, death's between us
And the wrong and shame we dread."
Oh, they listened, looked, and waited,
Till their hope became despair;
And the sobs of low bewailing
Filled the pauses of t heir prayer.
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Then up spake a Scottish maiden,
With he1; ear unto the ground:
" Dinna ye hear it? - dinna ye hear it?
The _pipes o' Havelock sound !"
H ushed the wounded man his groaning;
H ushed the wife her little ones;
Alone they heard the drum-roll
And the roar of Sepoy guns.
But to sounds of home and childhood
The Highland ear was t rue; As her mother's cradle-crooning
The mountain pipes she knew.
· Like the march of soundless music
Through the vision of the seer,
More of feeling than of hearing,
Of the heart than of the ear,
She knew the droning pibroch,
She knew the Campbell's call:
" Hark! hear ye no MacGregor's,
The grandest o' them all!"
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Oh, they listened, dumb and breathless,
And they caught the sound at last; 50
Faint and far beyond the Goomtee
Rose and fell the piper's blast!
Then a burst of wild thanksgiving
Mingled woman's voice and man's;
"God be praised! - the march of Havelock!
55
The piping of the clans!"

JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER

Louder, nearer, fierce as vengeance,
Sharp and shrill as swords at strife,
Came the wild MacGregor's clan-call,
Stinging all the air to life.
But when t he far-off dust-cloud
To plaided legions grew,
Full tenderly and blithesomely
The pipes of rescue blew!
Round the silver domes of Lucknow,
Moslem mosque and Pagan shrine,
Breathed the air to Britons dearest,
The air of Auld Lang Syne.
O'er the cruel roll of war-drums
Rose that sweet and homelike strain;
And t he tartan clove the turban,
As the Goomtee cleaves the plain.
Dear to the corn-land reaper
And plaided mountaineer, To the cottage and the castle
The piper's song is dear.
Sweet sounds the -Gaelic pibroch
O'er mountain-glen and glade;
But the sweetest of all music
The pipes at Lucknow played!

J ohn Greenleaf Whittier

LUCY GRAY, OR SOLITUDE

OFT I had heard of Lucy Gray;
And, when I crossed the wild,
I chanced to see, at break of day,
The solitary child.
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No mate, no comrade Lucy knew;
She dwelt on a wide moor, The s:weetest thing that ever grew
Beside a human door!

5

You yet may spy the fawn at play,
The hare upon the green;
B ut the sweet face of Lucy Gray
Will nevermore be seen.
"To-night will be a stormy night, You to the town must go;
And take a lantern, Child, to light
Your mother through the snow."

10

I

'·'That, Father! will I gladly do:
'T is scarcely afternoon, The minster-clock has just struck two,
And yonder is the moon!"
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At this the father raised his hook,
And snapped a fagot-band;
He plied his work; - and Lucy took
The lantern in her hand.
Not blither is the mountain roe;
With many a wanton stroke
Her feet disperse the powdery snow,
That rises up like smoke.
The storm came on before its time,
She wandered up and down;
-And many a hill did Lucy climb,
But never reached the town.
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The wretched parents all that night
Went shouting far and wide;
Btit there was neither sound nor sight
To serve t hem for a guide.
At daybreak on the hill they stood
That overlooked the moor;
And thence they saw the bridge of wood,
A furlong from their door.
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They wept, - and, turning homeward, cried,
" In heaven we all shall meet;" When in the snow the mother spied
The print of Lucy's feet.
Then downwards from the steep hill's edge 45
They tracked t he footmarks small; ·
And through the broken hawthorn-hedge,
And by the long stone-wall.
And then an open field t hey crossed,
The marks were still the same;
They t racked them on, nor ever lost,
And to the bridge they came.
They followed from the snowy bank
Those footmarks, one by one,
Into the middle of the plank;
And further there were none!
- Yet some maintain that to this day
She is a living child,
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray
Upon the lonesome wild.
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O'er rough and smooth she trips along,
And never looks behind;
And sings a solitary song
T hat whistles in t he wind.
W i[liam W ord.sworth
LORD OF HIMSELF
H ow happy is he born and taught,
That serveth not anot her's will;
'W hose armour is his honest t hought,
And simple trut h his utmost skill!
·w hose passions not his masters are,
Whose soul is still prepared for death,
Untied unt o the worldly care
Of public fame, or private breath;

5

Who envies none that chance doth raise,
10
Or vice; who never understood
H ow deep est wounds are given by praise;
N or rules of state, but rules of good;
Who hath his life from rumours freed,
, v hose conscience is his strong ret reat;
Whose state can neit her flatterers feed, 15
N or ruin make oppressors great;
Who God doth late and early pray,
More of his grace than gifts to lend;
And entertains the harmless day
With a religious book or friend ;

20

SIR HENRY WOTTON

This man is freed from servile bands,
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall;
Lord of himself, though not of lands;
And having nothing, yet hath all.
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